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By - Madhav Trimbak Patwardhan (1894-1939) alias ‘Madhav Julian’ 


RM" ypt, q#T HTWt HFt, 

W # #t, ## f^IrT, 
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Where, in the past, entwining the threads of Life we danced the dance of Love, 
now I stand alone, looking round for my Beloved. She is nowhere to be seen, 
What, has she forsaken me? Does Love that has once arisen ever set? 

qt t wit w, #Rt 3§io5 w, 

-jR *T d<al d'ldl, ?TC qt <gfid ‘Idl, 

## W 3T2IFT #RT, TJfcT wft wjqM. 

Only the shallow, dry bed in all its sandy horror meets my eye. When the 
Beloved is not with me, my progress comes to a standstill. My deep mysterious 
heart is brimful with love but to no purpose. 

wrt Mr, ?t#tt ##tt #n ##, 

W TjqTT# WT, f[W #TT TOT, 

33# W5T WTM RUT, STrfTT : 3TW 5 M W . 

Someone comes and remarks scornfully, "Look! Dead are his feelings. He 
laughs not, chats not, sports not! And when the stormy wind bent on mischief 
comes running to me, transient ripples pass over my face; but the heavy 
dullness of the soul cannot be broken. 


1 




W3ig T#3T TOT rTFT, gpjg SIFT, 

ggtg wit M, agog %#, 

TOO Wilt OFFt jt, Ocfa 3T?R fel«T • 

Human beings and animals toiling in the scorching heat of the Sun, and out of 
breath, come to me in the evening. They rest themselves for a while and 
return home, and my heart pines away in silence. 

¥i #r ggg gig, wit #gg gm, 

^Wi wifi og, ito ^ggr gg, 
gi^OT ggT# grgft atg, agjg ifrt It^ttw sig. 

Let us, as we chant the auspicious woodland song, fling ourselves over 
precipitous rocks; and wearing the ochre coloured garb of Renunciation, 
united in Love but cut off from all wordly considerations-let us meet our goal 
in that Home, in the sea of Beatitude-but alas! the summer month of 
Waishakh is not yet over. 



12” size - 78 rpm disc [HT 13] cut in 1935 by G. N. Joshi. 
Re-recorded and issued on EP in 1969. Music arranged by - Anil Mohile 
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